"MARSE HENRY"

Something over fifty years ago, being hard-up
for cash, the Grimaldi of the period fell under the
wiles of an ingenious Alsatian gambler, Guerlac
by name, who foresaw that Baden-Baden and
Hombourg were approaching tjaeir finish and that
the sports must look elsewhere for their living, the
idle rich for their sport. This tiny "enclave" in
French territory presented many advantages over
the German Dukedoms. It was an independent
sovereignty issuing its own coins and postage
stamps. It was in proud possession of a half-dozen
policemen which it called its "army." It was para-
disaic in beauty and climate. Its "ruler" was as
poor as Job's turkey, but by no means as proud as
Lucifer.

The bargain was struck. The gambler smote the
rock of ]Vf onte Carlo as with a wand of enchant-
ment and a stream of plenty burst forth. The
mountain-side responded to the touch. It chortled
in its glee and blossomed as the rose.
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The region known as the Riviera comprises, as
I have said, the whole land-circle of the Mediter-
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